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riders. " Here they come/' he said confidently, unslinging
^his rifle. Some ten horsemen were riding quietly and in
broken rank along the road. Half a length in front of the
others was a stately, warmly clad figure. Staring Tip at them
against the dark background of the sky, Gregor could
-< distinctly see the line of the horses* bodies, the outlines of
their riders, and even the flat fur cap of the leader. The
horsemen were only some thirty yards away, and it seemed
that they must surely hear the Cossacks' hoarse breathing
and the heavy beat of their hearts.
Gregor had already issued orders for fire to be held until
he gave the command. He was waiting confidently and
calculatingly for the right moment. He had already decided
on his plan : he would challenge the riders, and would open
fire when they reined together in confusion.
Quietly the snow scrunched on the road. Little yellow
sparks occasionally flew up from the horses' hoofs as their
shoes slipped on a bare stone.
" Who goes there ? " Gregor lightly jumped over the edge
of the gully and stood up. His cossacks poured after him.
But Gregor was unprepared for what followed.
" Whom do you want ? " the leading rider asked in a
hoarse voice that betrayed no sign of fear or surprise.
The man turned his horse in Gregor's direction.
" Who are you ? " Gregor shouted sternly, not stirring
from the spot and half raising his revolver.
The man replied loudly and angrily :
" Who's daring to shout like that ? I'm the commander
of the punitive expedition, and am empowered "by the staff
of the Eighth Red Army to suppress the revolt. Who is
your commander ? Let him come here/'
" I'm the commander."
" You ? Ah. . . /'
Gregor saw a black mass in the rider's uplifted hand, and
dropped to the ground, shouting : " Fire ! " A flat-headed
bullet from the man's Browning flew over his head. A
deafening roar of shouts broke out from both parties.
Bodovskov ran and clung to the reins of the Red com-
mander's horse. Stretching across him, Gregor struck with
the flat of his sword at the man's head and brought him
tumbling from the saddle. The engagement was over in a